CHAPTER THREE

SLABTOWN
INCH  BY  INCH,   IT   SEEMED,  THE   POVERTY-DRIVEN
refugees made their way across the Atlantic,
The little schooner Wiscasset dropped anchor off
Castle Garden, New York, on her fiftieth day out of
Glasgow. The voyage was rough and the fare was
rougher. However, one member of the Carnegie family
had no cause for complaint. Making himself useful to
Captain and crew by running errands, sounding the
meal gong and helping out generally, little Andrew was
given many a dainty. His red letter day was Sunday. It
meant plum duff.
The immigrants tarried in New York only long
enough for a fleeting call upon a young weaver named
Sloane who had been a fellow craftsman of William
Carnegie in Dunf ermline and whose sons, William and
John, were to found a famous Fifth Avenue firm of rug
makers, W. & J. Sloane* Then the Carnegies started the
last long lap of their journey to Pittsburgh. An immi-
gration agent booked them by the most circuitous
route.
The trip, now a mere eight or nine hours by rail, half
that by airplane, then consumed three weeks by way of
the Erie Canal, Buffalo and Lake Erie to Cleveland; then
down the canal to Beaver and up the Ohio by steamboat
to Pittsburgh. The canal boats were built itx sections and
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